thoughts for the last time, and then stabbing
himself deeply below the waist in the left-
hand side, he drew the dirk slowly across
to his right side, and turning it in the
wound, gave a slight cut upwards. During
this sickeningly painful operation he never
moved a muscle of his face. When he drew
out the dirk, he leaned forward and stretch-
.ed out his neck; an expression of pain for
the first time crossed his face, but he uttered
no sound. At that moment the kaishaku,
who, still crouching by his side, had been
keenly watching his every movement, sprang
to his feet, poised his sword for a second in
the air; there was a flash, a heavy, ugly
thud, a crashing fall; with one blow the
head had been severed from the body.

" A dead silence followed, broken only by
the hideous noise of the blood throbbing out
of the inert head before us, which but a
moment before had been a brave and
chivalrous man. It was horrible.

"The kaishaku made a low bow, wiped
his sword with a piece of paper which he
had ready for the purpose, and retired from
the raised floor; and the stained dirk was

no